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Laura in Littleland 


It was warm and sunny in Littleland. Almost 
every Littlelander was walking slowly through 
the wood looking for nuts, chestnuts and 
other tasty things they wanted to have for 
dinner that evening. 

Sally and Peter, Doctor Powder’s twins, were 
also there. Of all the Littlelanders they were 
the smallest. If Sally stood on her toes, she 
could just look into the cup of a daffodil. Sally 
and Peter were near Dots’ and Spatter’s house 
now. 

‘Sally’, Peter called out to his sister, ‘we’re 
very close to the border, shouldn’t we go back 
now?’ Sally peered through the bushes. 

‘Do you know exactly where the border starts?’ 
she asked. 


‘They say there’s a very large stone exactly on 
the border.’ 

‘Good’, said Sally, ‘then we’ll first take a look 
there.’ 

‘Hey, wait a minute’, said Peter, ‘you know 
that those large creepy people live there, don’t 
you?’ But Sally pretended not to hear. Peter 
ran after her and when they saw the large 
stone, they carefully sneaked towards it and 
peered around it. ‘Oh’, they both sighed. There 
was one of those people stretched out on the 
grass. Two large blue eyes stared with 
surprise at the Littlelanders. 

‘Hello’, said Sally, ‘do you live here?.’ 

‘That doesn’t exist’, said the large person. 
‘What doesn’t exist?’ asked Sally curiously. 
‘You don’t exist’, answered the stranger. 

‘But we do’, Sally said angrily, ‘I’m Sally and 
he’s my brother Peter. And we do exist!’ 

‘No you don’t’, the large person whispered 
back. 

‘Such small creatures don’t exist.’ 

‘What are creatures?’ asked Peter. 

‘Well, eh, I’m one. I’m alive and if you were real 
you’d also be creatures’, said the creature. 
Peter thought for a while and then said ‘We 
exist, so we’re also creatures. What’s your 
name?’ 

‘’m Laura’, said the girl, she stretched out her 


hand and carefully caressed Peter’s cheek with 
her finger. 

‘So I’m not dreaming?’ 

Sally shook her head. 

‘Do you live in that horrible large country?’ Be 
asked. 

‘Horrible country?’ said Laura, ‘It isn’t horrible, 
it’s just a country, it’s called Liveland. What is 
your land called?’ 

Peter answered: ‘Littleland’, and was surprised 
when Laura started to laugh. ‘Then you must 
be Littlelanders’, she screamed with laughter. 
‘What’s so funny about that?’ informed Sally. 
‘Is Littlelander funnier than Livelander?’ 

‘Well, yes’, said Laura, ‘but | didn’t mean to be 
rude.’ 
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Sally wrinkled her forehead and asked: ‘Rude?’ 
Laura blushed and said: ‘Well, it was rude of 
me to laugh like that.’ Peter looked with large 
round eyes at Laura. ‘But you can laugh, if you 
think something is funny’, he said. 

The three took a good Iook at each other. ‘How 
come you're so big?’ asked Sally. ‘I’m not big’, 
answered Laura, ‘my father and mother are 
big, ’m small!’ 

‘Where are your father and mother?’ asked 
Peter. ‘At home, and | ran away.’ Laura told 
them and suddenly looked gloomy. 

‘Ran away?’ Sally asked curiously, ‘Why?’ 


‘| had to eat sprouts, and | hate sprouts, bah!’ 
said Laura, ‘and at school they call me 
‘redhead.’ 

‘Sprouts’, said Peter, ‘what are they?’ 
‘Sprouts are little green cabbages. Don’t you 
have sprouts?’ 

‘No’, said Sally, ‘Look, we’ve been looking for 
chestnuts for dinner’, she showed her basket 
to Laura. 





‘Are those nice?’ asked Laura, ‘Do you also 
have a father and a mother?’ 

‘Sure we do’, said Peter, ‘and we also have a 
king, a gardener and a herb woman.’ And Sally 
added to this, ‘and a teacher and a wizard.’ 
Laura sat up straight. ‘A wizard?’ she could not 
believe it. ‘A real wizard?’ ‘A real one’, Peter 





answered. ‘And we are apprentices and when 
we are big we’ll also be doctors, just like our 
own daddy.’ Filled with awe, Laura looked at 
the two little ones in front of her. ‘Can you do 
some magic already?’ she asked. Peter nodded 
and told her that Sally had once turned their 
teacher, Miss Slate, into a stick; he also told 
her how scared they had been. 

‘How exciting’ Laura sighed. She stood up and 





peered over the stone to Littleland. ‘May | have 
a look around in your country?’ she asked 
shyly. Sally and Peter also looked with awe at 
Laura who was a lot taller than the stone. 
Laura looked down and laughed again because 
those two were so very little. She lay down on 
the ground again. ‘Well’, she asked, ‘may I?’ 
Peter looked at Laura’s large feet and 
hesitated. ‘But you’ve got very large feet’, he 
said. Sally nodded. ‘With such large feet you 
can step on our houses and smash them to 
pieces?’ Laura looked disappointedly at her 
feet. 

‘What if | crawl?’ she asked again. ‘Well’, said 
Sally, ‘Well, every part of you is so big’, she 
fell silent and tapped her on the nose with her 
little finger. ‘You’ll have to become smaller’, 
she decided and turned to Peter. 

‘Do you think Pokus will do that?’ she asked. 
‘Don’t know’, Peter hesitated. ‘Oh, well, !’ll 
just go and ask him’, and away he went. 
‘Pokus’, Peter shouted from far away. ‘Pokus, 
would you please make a girl smalier?’ Pokus 
was standing in the doorway of his house and 
looked with surprise at Peter’s excited face. 





‘Make someone smaller?’ he asked. ‘Yes, 
Pokus, it’s agirl, she has red hair and hates 
sprouts’, Peter rattled. ‘Well, well, calm down 
now’, grumbled Pokus, ‘now tell me slowly 
what all this is about.’ ‘Well’, Peter began, ‘we 
were at the border and we looked behind the 
large rock and there was Laura lying in the 
grass.’ Peter had calmed down alittle. ‘And 
she wants very much to see our country, but 
she has such large feet, so she’ll have to 
become a little smaller.’ 

‘Oh, oh’, sighed Pokus, ‘you two are at it 
again.’ Peter was insulted. 

‘Gee’, he said, ‘we’re not at it again, all we did 
was talk.’ 

Pokus scratched his beard and grumbled: 
‘Well, then, let us have a look.’ Just when they 


were about to leave, King Littlebit came 
walking towards them. ‘Yes’, he said, after he 
had heard the whole story, ‘I’d also like to 
come. And | think the queen would also want 
to see this.’ So the three of them walked to the 
palace to fetch the queen. On their way they 
ran into Stamp, the postman and he thought it 
would be very exciting to see one of the 
neighbours again. So that made four of them 
already. Queen Littleen looked thoughtful. 
‘Are you sure there are no creepy machines?’ 
she asked Peter. ‘Only the girl with the red hair 
and the large feet’, Peter said. Laura looked 
with surprise at the procession which came 
marching to the border. ‘Ooh’, she sighed, 
‘how many there are, and all so tiny.’ 





‘Eh, yes, eh, well, Hello’, said Littlebit and fell 
silent. ‘Hello, I’m Laura’, and she did not know 
what else she should say. Queen Littleen 
came alittle closer. ‘You don’t have any creepy 
machines with you, do you?’ she asked. 
‘Creepy machines?’ Laura asked surprised, 





‘What would | do with creepy machines?’ ‘Dig 
holes’, grumbles gardener Willow, ‘dig holes 
and ruin everything.’ 

Laura began to laugh. ‘Oh, you meana 
digging-machine, but I’m much too small for 
that.’ The Littlelanders took a good look at 





Laura. Postman Stamp slapped himself on the 
knees and shouted, ‘Smail, she says she’s 
small!’ The Littlelanders laughed. But when 
king Littlebit saw that Laura looked glum he 
said: ‘Well, eh, of course you’re big to us and 
eh, that’s not your fault.’ 

‘In my country I’m really very small’, said Laura 
confused. ‘I’m only seven years old.’ Sally 
pulled at Pokus’ sleeve. ‘Pokus, may she 
become little, just for one hour?’ she asked. 
Littleen shook her head, ‘Do your parents 
know where you are?’ she asked Laura. 


‘No’, whispered Laura, ‘but | promise I’ll really 
go home in alittle while.’ The gardener 
coughed and everyone looked at him. ‘Well, 
tell us Willow’, said the king. ‘Well’, Willow 
hesitated, ‘I don’t think it’s such a good idea. 
Today Laura, and tomorrow we'll have a whole 
troop of neighbours here.’ Everyone fell silent 
thinking of the terrible disasters that could 
happen then. ‘I won’t tell anyone’, Laura called 





out. In the meantime docter Powder had also 
arrived and looked anxiously at Laura’s feet. 
‘Blazes’, he grumbled, ‘ten pairs of feet like 
that and our whole country will go to pieces.’ 
He turned to the king and said: ‘If Laura can 
look around in Littleland this afternoon then 
she might understand what kind of damage a 
troop of neighbours could do to our country.’ 
Littleen clapped her hands, ‘Of course, 


Powder. Well spoken. Pokus, go ahead!’ 
Pokus looked at the king and he nodded, ‘All 
right.’ Pokus opened his magic bag and 
Started rummaging in it. ‘Mister Pokus’, said 
Laura in a small voice, ‘Do you think you can 
make me tall again after a while?’ Sally started 
to laugh. ‘Don’t be afraid, she said, ‘Pokus isa 
very good wizard. Shall | stay close to you?’ 
‘No way, golly wobble’, grumbled Pokus, 
‘Suppose you get even smaller than you 
already are.’ And to Laura he said 
comfortingly, ‘No need to worry, in one hour 
you'll be as big as you are now and it won’t 
hurt.’ 

He took a bottle of magic powder and 
sprinkled some on Laura’s feet and hands. 
Then he took his magic wand and mumbled: 








‘Now what should Laura be? 
Little, very little and wee 
Gimme, gamme, gander 
Laura is Littlelander.’ 


It was very quiet while Laura slowly became 
smaller and smaller. Laura herself trembled a 
little, but when she didn’t feel anything awful, 
she started to laugh. And she clapped her 
hands with delight, when she saw she was just 
as little as Sally and Peter. She stood up and 
looked at her little feet. Her red hair fell into 
her eyes. She looked at the wizard. ‘Mister 
Pokus, could you please also change the 
colour of my hair?’ Pokus laughed and without 
hesitating he said: 


‘Lippe, loppe, lappen 
now it has to happen 
this colour is too bright 
make it blond and light.’ 


‘Oh, what a pity’, Sally called out, ‘I liked the 
red hair so much.’ Queen Littleen said angrily, 
‘Are you mad, Pokus! Maybe her parents will 
send her away now, thinking she’s somebody 
else’s child.’ 

Pokus laughed and said: ‘We’ll restore that 
later.’ Laura was not listening, she had wound 
a lock hair round her finger and whispered: 
‘How beautiful, oh, how beautiful.’ Sally 
became impatient and pulled her by the arm. 
‘Well, come along now’, she said. 

‘Yes, let’s get cracking’, shouted the Postman, 
‘Laura in Littleland’, and he marched off. Laura 
walked in between Sally and Peter. She stared 
at everything around her. Everything that had 
seemed so small, seemed very big now. She 
couldn’t look over the flowers, and the 








butterflies seemed very big creatures now. She 
stared up at the trees which were ten times as 
big as before. ‘This would be a nice place to 
play hide and seek’, she said, ‘nobody will ever 
find you if you’re so small.’ And she decided, 

‘| love being so very little.’ 

Queen Littleen called out: ‘Anyone care fora 
cup of tea at the palace?’ Laura blushed and 
said, ‘Drink tea? Drink tea at the palace?’ 

Sally asked, ‘don’t you have a palace where you 
can go for acup of tea?’ ‘Oh, we have a queen 
all right’, Laura answered, ‘but you can’t just 
go and have acup of tea at the palace!’ ‘How 
funny’, said Sally, ‘Littleen’s tea is as 
delicious as mother’s or Pokus’ tea. ‘There was 





a lot for Laura to see in the palace. It was as if 
she was visiting her own doll’s house. She 
took a sip of tea, choked and made a dirty 
face. ‘Don’t you like it?’ asked Peter, ‘this is 
watermint tea. Shall | ask Littleen to make you 
some elder-berry tea?’ 

Laura shook her head. ‘Bah’, she thought, 
‘elder-berry tea sounds even worse than that 
water mint stuff.’ Bravely she emptied her cup. 
‘Well’, announced Sally, ‘now we’ll go outside 
and show you the school.’ Sally and Peter ran 
out of the palace. Laura could hardly keep up 
with them. Like little fast mice they ran along 
the narrow path through the wood. Suddenly 
Laura gave a horrible cry and hastily crept 
underneath a rhubarb leaf. ‘Watch out!’ she 
cried, ‘Watch out, an animal.’ Trembling she 
ducked away and stiff with fear she watched 


the animal sneak closer. She held her hands 
before her eyes and wished she was home. ‘A 
tiger’, she thought, ‘it’s a tiger, I'll be eaten by 
atiger.’ She started to scream again when 
something started shaking her by the 
shoulders. Then she realized that Peter was 
shouting at her. She opened her eyes and saw 
the tiger sitting in the middle of the path. He 
was washing his ears and Sally was standing 
next to him. ‘Silly’, said Peter, ‘are you afraid 
of Punky the cat?’ ‘A cat?’ Laura trembled, 
looking pale. ‘A cat?’ Carefully she crept from 
underneath the leaf and remained standing at 
a distance. ‘He really looks like a tiger’, she 
said. ‘What’s a tiger?’ asked Peter. ‘A tigerisa 
terribly large animal’, Laura told them. ‘Very 








dangerous, he can eat you up in two bites. 
Peter looked thoughtfully at Laura and 
thought: ‘So it is a creepy country after all. 
Creepy machines and now also tigers that can 
eat you.’ 

Punky stretched himself and walked along 
with them, in a friendly manner. ‘Who does 
Punky belong to?’ asked Laura. Sally looked 
from the cat to Laura. 

‘Punky doesn’t belong to anyone, silly. Punky 
belongs to himself!’ Meanwhily they had 
reached the Littleschool. With surprise Laura 
looked at all the things displayed in the 
Cupboard. ‘What strange things you have in 
your classroom. What’s all that rubbish?’ she 
called out. ‘You’re strange yourself’, Sally said 
angrily. ‘This rubbish is to teach us things.’ 


‘Look’, said Peter and took Laura by the hand, 
‘this is a tame chestnut and this is a wild one. 
The tame ones are good for making a 
wonderful mash. You can also dry them and 
bake cookies from them.’ They walked along 
the tables and Peter told her about the 
toadstools they saw. He told her that 

you could eat red berries but not mountain-ash 
berries. ‘But why do you need to know all 
that?’ asked Laura. Sally did not understand 
her at all. ‘But we have to eat, don’t we?’ she 
said impatiently. ‘Don’t you have any shops or 
factories?’ asked Laura. Peter asked, ‘What’s 
that, a factory?’ ‘Well eh, that’s a large 
building where they make different kinds of 
things.’ 

‘What do you mean?’ asked Sally, ‘you mean 








they make chestnuts like the trees here?’ Laura 
Sighed, ‘No, not chestnuts.’ She thought fora 
while and said: ‘They could make chestnut 
mash there, for instance.’ Sally and Peter 
looked at each other and Sally asked her 
brother: ‘So mommy would be a factory if she 
made chestnut-mash tonight?’ 

Peter shrugged his shoulders and said: 

_ ‘Mommy is mommy. Let’s go outside now. See 
if any little rabbits have been born.’ Laura 
walked quietly behind them. ‘How do you tell 
someone what a factory is?’ she thought. 
‘Hey’, she called out, ‘a factory is a very large 
house with lots of people inside. They can all 
make mash.’ Peter was sitting on his knees in 

_ front of a rabbit-hole. He turned his head, 


‘Why don’t they just make it at home?’ But he 
really didn’t have any more attention for Laura. 
Softly he knocked on the ground and peered 
into the hole. A rabbit’s snout peered outside, 
blinking its eyes, and then appeared 
completely. Peter softly pulled its ear and said 
to Sally, ‘No little ones yet, but look - her 
tummy’s still fat.” Sally nodded and picked 
some clover. ‘Here you are, Hoppity, clover.’ 
she said. ‘We’ll come back tomorrow.’ ‘Bye! 
Come’, she said to Laura. ‘Let’s go see Pokus 
for a while.’ She ran into the wood. ‘You can 
run terribly fast, can’t you’, panted Laura to 
Peter. She looked at Punky who trotted after 





Sally, her tail straight up in the air. ‘Why don’t 
you ride on Punky’s back? Wouldn’t that bea 
lot easier?’ Peter laughed, ‘Punky wouldn’t like 
that. And what’s easier than running?’ At the 
end of the path Pokus’ house became visible. 





Sally was already sitting on the bench next to 
Pokus. She was telling him about the factory 
and all those people who had to make mash 
every day and eat mash everyday. ‘That’s not 
true’, shouted Laura, ‘they don’t have to eat it 
every day!’ ‘But why do they make it then?’ 
Sally shouted back. ‘You golly wobbles’, 
shouted Pokus, ‘stop all that howling.’ He 


turned to Sally, ‘We’ll never understand the 
things they do in Liveland.’ He nodded friendly 
at Laura. ‘I think you don’t understand many of 
the things that happen here.’ Laura laughed 
shyly and asked, ‘Mister Pokus, could you 
show us another trick?’ Pokus scratched his 
beard and grumbled, ‘My name isn’t mister, 
it’s Pokus.’ Laura opened her mouth to say 
something, but thought, ‘No, perhaps they 
also don’t understand that sometimes you 
have to say Mister.’ So she did not say 
anything and looked expectantly at Pokus. 





Pokus was still scratching his beard and asked 
the twins: ‘What shall we do for this blond 
princess?’ Peter jumped onto the bench and 
called out, ‘Hi di ho, we’ll show the princess 
some wonderful magic!’ 

Sally tapped her nose and stared at Laura. 
‘We'll conjure up something for her to take 
home’, she said. ‘Then she’ll think of us now 





and then.’ Pokus looked worried. ‘What should 
she say if they ask her where she got if from?’ 
The three Littlelanders looked at Laura, 
defeated. Peter jumped off the bench and 
asked Laura, ‘What would you like to have?’ ‘A 
doll’, she said shyly. ‘A doll!’ said Pokus, 


‘Well, well, adoll. Well, golly wobbles, a doll!’ 
Pokus was silent for a while and then asked. 
‘What’s a doll?’ ‘Well eh’, began Laura, ‘a doll, 
is, adoll isn’t real. But you can play with it.’ 
‘Not real’, said Pokus, ‘but you can play with 
it. That still.doesn’t tell me much.’ Laura 
looked at Sally. ‘A doll can look like Sally, but 
it isn’t real. | mean it isn’t alive.’ 

‘Ho, ho ho’, grumbled Pokus, ‘A Sally dolly 
that doesn’t live.’ Sally wrinkled her nose and 
sputtered. ‘Il don’t want to become a doll, bah!’ 
‘Oh, silly’, said Laura, ‘l only mean a doll that 
looks like you!’ ‘You’re a silly yourself’, 
shouted Sally back angrily and stamped 

into the magic house. Pokus winked at Laura 
and said, ‘Come along, wobble, | knowa 
present for you.’ He walked inside and 
commanded, ‘Peter, a piece of paper, Sally, 
my magic wand.’ He sat down at the table, the 
three little ones around him. ‘Well, now, first 
the form’, said Pokus and moved his magic 
wand over the paper. 


‘Doddy, doddy dorm 
this will be the form’ 


Laura sighed with surprise, the square piece of 
paper turned into the form of a heart. ‘What 
good will that be to her?’ snapped Sally. ‘You 





impatient golly wobble’, snarled Pokus. ‘Can’t 
you wait till I’m finished?’ ‘A paper heart’, 
mumbled Sally. Pokus continued. 


‘Lippe Loppe Lappen 
Now it has to happen’ 


The paper heart became ‘pling’ a silver heart. 
‘Well’, said Pokus, ‘Sally, look in this heart 
and tell us what you see.’ Carefully Sally took 
the heart from the table and looked in the 
shiny surface. ‘Myself’, she called out happily. 
‘|can see myself.’ ‘And now Peter’ continued 
Pokus and handed the silver mirror to Peter. 








‘can also see myself’, laughed Peter. Pokus 
took the mirror again and also looked in it. 
Laura stood waiting impatiently. Pokus 
Scratched his beard again and said: ‘Well, 
golly wobble, this is a very special mirror and 
it’s for you. Look in it and tell us what you 
see.’ Laura took the mirror and thought, ‘What 
| can see? You always see yourself ina mirror, 
don’t you?’ Then she held the heart in front of 
her face. She stared and her face became one 
large question mark. She turned it around and 
looked at the back. Then at the front again. 
‘Well, what do you see?’ Sally called out 
impatiently. ‘Tell us!’ Laura started dancing 
around the room and sang: ‘I can see you, | 
Can see you, | see Sally and Peter, | see Peter 


and Sally. ‘Show us’, the twins called out. 
Sally grabbed the mirror away from Laura. ‘I 
can only see myself’, she said disappointedly. 
‘Not Peter.’ Peter looked again. ‘Only Peter 
Powder.’ Pokus roared with laughter ‘this is 
the present for Laura. Anyone who looks in the 
mirror will only see himself. But if Laura looks 
in it, she will always see Peter and Sally.’ 
Laura could not get enough of it. She stood in 
a corner and stared at the mirror. 

She walked outside and called out: ‘I can also 
see you out here.’ The others came outside. 
Laura looked gratefully at Pokus and said: 








‘This is a wonderful present, Pokus, golly 
wobble wonderful.’ Pokus laughed. 
‘Remember’ he said, ‘not a word about 
Littleland.’ Laura nodded violently. ‘Never, 
never, will | tell anyone about your Littleland.’ 
She promised. Pokus looked anxiously at the 
Sky. ‘Blimey’, he said, ‘the sun will be setting 
any minute. Come, let’s go back to the palace 
to Say goodbye and then you’ll have to go 
home fast.’ Laura looked glum. ‘So soon?’ she 
Said miserably, ‘I don’t feel like going home at 
all!’ ’ 

‘Mayby you can come back another time’, Sally 
said comfortingly. Silently Laura ran after 


Pokus. The palace was full of people. Every 
Littlelander wanted to see Laura and talk with 
her. Time and time again Laura had to assure 
them that she wouldn’t send any creepy 
machines to Littleland. It made her feel very 
shy and she looked around her for help. Queen 
Littleen felt sorry for her and said: ‘Lauraleen, 
come here, we know you’d never do that.’ 

She clapped her hands and called out: ‘Now, 
stop bothering the poor child everyone. You’re 
making her feel shy. We'll all drink a glass of 
lemonade and then we’II all take her to the 
border.’ The silver mirror was passed on to 





everyone and Doctor Powder said: ‘Blazes, 
Pokus, that’s a clever piece of work.’ Pokus 
pulled his beard and mumbled a little. After 





everyone had drunk his lemonade, Littleen 
Said it was time to go. Baker Bun who always 
_ walked at the front called out for the tenth 
time: ‘Let’s get cracking.’ Laughing and 
chattering the Littlelanders walked to the 
border with Laura. When they came to the 
large stone they stopped and King Littlebit 
mumbled: ‘Eh, well, eh, yes. We loved having 
you here. Eh, yes, we hope you’ll get home 
Safely.’ ‘Long live Laura!’ shouted Stamp. 


Rosemary, the herb woman, gave her alittle 
basket with rosebuds. Willow, the gardener, 
gave her some tame chestnuts. ‘Come on, 
Pokus, to work’, said Littleen. ‘It’s high time 
she went.’ Pokus took his magic wand and 
mumbled a magic spell. And Laura was tall 
again, she stood high above them. 
‘Goodbye, sweet people’, she said, ‘thank 
you very very much.’ 

‘Goodbye, big little Laura’, called Stamp. 











‘Wait a minute’, said Littleen. ‘Pokus, her hair, 
it’s still blond.’ 

‘Oh, golly wobbles’, said Pokus. He beckoned 
Laura to bend down. 

‘Your hair’, he said, ‘I still have to change the 
colour of your hair.’ Laura pulled up her head, 
‘Oh no, Pokus, | never want to have red hair 
again.’ She waved at everyone and ran away, 
her blond hair blowing in the wind. Queen 


Littleen turned to Pokus, she was very angry. 
‘Well, that’s a pretty business, what will her 
parents think?’ Pokus laughed, ‘Mayby they’l| 
think she ran into a wizard. Oh well, leave her 
if that’s what she wants.’ Sally pulled at his 
sleeve and asked, ‘But Pokus, what if she’ll 
regret it later on?’ 





‘Ha, ha’, laughed Pokus, ‘that won’t matter. As 
soon as she regrets it her hair will change back 
to red.’ 

Sally sighed with relief. She grabbed Peter’s 
hand and together they ran home. 
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